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PRINCE of Wales, 

RE GEN x of the Kingdoms of Scotland Eng« : I 

and, France and Ireland, and Dominiong © 
thereunto belonging, 
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Publiſhed fince His Arrival in Edinburgh the 17th Day at 
September, till the iſt of November, 1745. | 
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His ROoVYVAL HIGHNEsSsS, 


CHARLES. 
PRINCE of „AL ES, 


RE GEN of the Kingdoms of Scotland, Eng- 
Land, France and Kal We | | 


Te noſtræ, VARE, myricæ, 
Te nemus omne canet, 
Fam nova Progenies Cœlo demittitur alto. 


— —„— 


— 
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H' Gronlous YouTH! the Wonder of the Age, 
The future Subject of th' Hiitorian's Page; 
Oh beſt of PRINx ES! beſt of PaTRIOTs, deign 


A loyal Muſe to hail thy happy Reign. | | E 4 
Thou born to right three injur'd Nations Cauſe, _ 7Y 


To ſtrip Oppreſſors of oppreſſive Laws; 
Like Heaven, thou comes with Mercy in thy Eyes, 
And Tears drop down when ev'n a Rebel dies. 


WHERE ſhall the Muſe begin to ſing thy Praiſe? 
Where fix a Poriod to her honeſt Lays ? 
Oh ! could my Fancy with my Will agree, 


I ſtill wou'd ſing, and ſtill wou'd ſing of Thee. 
; A 2 VAIN 


- . 
VaIx are the Efforts of an artleſs Man, 


ö 
| 
1 His Fire extinct, and ſhorten'd half his Span; > 
: | Another MAK O ſhall arife, whoſe Pen 
| 
: 


Shall place the HE RH o with neptun Men. 


Bur ſtill, ye Gops, „ me Time to breatlie, 
While to my PRINCE's Head I add a Wreathe ; ; 
While I contribute one unheeded Mite, 

*Tis all I can, and all jor which I write, 


| | On! God-like-Man, what Angel ſteer'd thy Courſe ? 
What G OD directed, where was thy Reſource ? 
ti TH Uſurper's Fleets, in Triumph, ſcal'd the Waves, 
The baſe Uſurper's Mercenary Slaves; 
Rav' nous and bold they ſkip'd along the Main, 
With Views, dear PRINCE, to ſell thy Life for Gain: 
| Yet Trov, undaunted, fearleſs, God-like, rode 
In a poor Shallop ; ---- Twas the Cauſe of GOD; 
And GOD, who ſet to nought th. Hrians Pride, 
Thy Veſlel guarded, and their Pow'r defy'd, 


Bur ſay, when landed on a Native Shore, 
What Friends Thou found'ſt, or what cou'd Foes do more? 
Friends faithleſs ſome, and ſome by far too flow, 9 5 
O'crwhelm'd thy Princely Heart with gen'rous Woe 
Whiles Focs had deſtin'd thy devoted Head, | 
Like CHARLES and AMARTH *'s on a Block to bleed, 


Max Time, unguarded Youth, thou ſtood'ſt alone, 
The cruel Tyrant urg'd his Army on; 
. But Truth and Goodneſs were the beſt of Arms, 
| [ And, fearleſs PRINCE, thou ſmil'd at threaten'd Harms, 


How 


* 
92 


LF 


How happy He! where honeſt Views preſides, 
That is the Man the GOD of Nature guides: | 
Thus glorious VAS A work'd in Swediſh Mines: 
Ihus helpleſs faw Eis Enemy's Deſigns; BE. 
Till rouz'd, his hardy Highlanders aroſe, 
And pour'd Deſtruction on their foreign Foes. - 


Tus ſoon, GREAT Six, my honeſt Cauſe procur'd, 
A Loyal Race ne'er ſwore, or ne'er abjur'd; ; | 
A Set of Men, the Terror and the Dread 
Of the deteſted Hanoverian Breed; 


A Set of Men, whoſe Worth was ſcarcely known ; 8 


A Set of Men th' Uſurper did diſown: | 
Diſown'd indecd ! reſerv'd for ſome great Blow; s 43-46 
Some Hangman Work, like loyal good G LEN COE. 


THrrse are the Few whom Heaven alnd Fate reſerve, 
From further Slav'ry Scotia to preſerve; 23 
To aid their PRINCE, and ſet him on his Throne; 
Strike Tyrants dead; make 74 HE & be King alone: 
Theſe are the hardy Sons the Gods decree | 
To ſet three Nations from Uſurpers free. 


PRoOcEED, great Warriors, egg Men proceed, 
And lateſt Ages ſhall the Annal read; 

How hardy loyal Highlanders alone * 
Reſtor'd the STE ART&, and ſet them on the Throne! by 


WHAT Praiſe, O CAMERON can the Muſe aſcribe, 
Thou free from Cenſure, as thou waſt from Bribe; | 
Unſtain'd, unſully'd, in a corrupt Age, 

Reſery'd for Fame in every Poet's Page: 
The Sun ſhall fade, the Stars ſhall loſe their Light; 
But 0 4 M1 E RO N's Fame ſhall never ſuffer Night: 


Wing : 


TS ] 
Bright as thy ſelf it ever ſha'l appear 
To all good Men, to GOD and Angels dear ; 
Thou waſt the firſt that lent thy friendly Aid, 
Of no U/ſurper's bloody Laws afraid; 
Thou waſt the firſt, and thy Example drew 
The honeſt, loyal, honourable Few. 


Fx w, few indeed, but mighty Hearts they had: 
Thou, PRINCE, their Leader, who cou'd be afraid ? 
So fair a Copy all muſt imitate, 

And join to haſten the Uſurper's Fate. 


O' ER the bleak Mountains fee the Sons of FaME 
Fearleſs advance, and catch the glorious Flame; 
They ſaw their PRINCE, they lov'd, and they admir'd; 
For Glory burn'd, with Loyalty were fir'd. | 


Ak! Name long loſt, and ſcarcely underſtood, 
And only living in the Scottiſh Blood, 3 
Soon ſhall it ſpread, and ſoon the Flame return, * 
And ſoon each Britiſh Heart with Ardour burn. . 
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On Glorious Youth ! they cry'd, while we have Breath, 
Nought, nought ſhall part us but immediate Death, 
1 58 Our honeſt Fathers Loyal Blood we ſhare, | 
7% Thou art our PRIN CE, and Thou the righteous Heir - i 
E See, ſee that Face, where all the STEWART ſhines! ! 
4 Is bright Divinity in fairer Lines? a 
See mild good Nature join'd with noble Grace, 
B't not the STE// NT and SOBTESKI Race? 
Glorious Connection] Here the Warrior glows, 
There, like his Great Fore- Fathers, Mercy flows; 
Mercy ill tim'd, ill plac'd, their only Crimm 
To truſt too much, and truſt it out of Time. 


nee, 


His faithful Toils for Thee his PRINCE renew; 


E 
Trov, Glorious Prince, how great was thy Reply = 
] come to Conquer, or I come to Die: 
«© And great the Conqueſt, if I conquer Hearts; 
No Joy the Field of Death ſo great imparts, 
Let proud Uſurpers rule by Penal Laws, | 
« Your PRINCE from no ſuch Right His Title draws'z 
J come, poor SCOT I1A's Cauſe to vindicate 
6c With You, I dare the moſt deteſted Fate: 
«© Think not PII puniſh every trait'rous Deed, 
« My A:ms are open, for my Sons I bleed 
c See here m7 Father's Royal Word, ----- And ſee 
«© My A Lions, and his Will ſhall ſtill agree. 


Tur Gracious Declaration, iſſu'd forth, 
Reſound glad Ecchoes thro? the ſpacious North, 
Repenting Subjects, weeping own their Crimes, 
Curſe the L/urper, and degen'rate Times, 

With Noble Ardor ruſh into the Field, 


For to ſuch Manly Goodneſs all muſt yield. 


SEE the bold CHIEFS their hardy Warriors lead, 
Eager in ſuch a Cauſe, with ſuch a Head, 
GLENGARY, KEPPOCH, APPIN, only weep, 
Theſe thirty Years the Cauſe has been afleep;  * 
Nor good GLENBUCKET, Loyal thro” thy Life, 
Waſt thou untimely in the Glorious Strife? 
Thy CHIEF degen'rate, Thou his Terror ftood, 
To vindicate the Loyal GORDO© N's Blood, 

The Loyal GOR DONS own the gen'rous Call, 
With CHARLES and Thee reſolv'd to live or fall. 


SEE ATHOLE's Duke, in Exile, ever true, 


£ 


By 


By Tyrants firſt, then by a Brother ſpurn'd, 
Still, ſtill, with Loyalty his Boſom burn'd; 
One of the Select never-dying Train 
Convey'd their PRINCE thro' Dangers on the Main, 
See how Hereditary Right prevails, 
And ſee Aftrea poiſe the Wayward Scales 
Th' Uſurping Brother to th' Uſurper flees, 
While his Keturn is ecchoed to the Skies, 
And happy Vaſſals to his Standard flies. 


Hrs worthy Brother burſting into Fame, 
Aſſerts the Honour of the MU R RA Y's Name, 
In Council wiſe, and glorious in the Field, 
His PRINCE's Thunder born with Grace to weild ; 
To hurl Deſtruction on Invet'rate Foes, 
And give BRITANNTA long deſir'd Repoſe. 


FuE MUR RAYS glowing with a gen' rous Flame, 
Affords till Subjects for the nobleſt Theme; 


But theſe I paſs. ---- Their Virtues ſpeak their Praiſe, 
Nor ſhall be loft by inexpreſſive Lays. 


Bur why, Oh PERTH! why ſhould I flent be, 
Nor tell the World the Worth that lives in Thee ? 
Thy hoſpitable Doors to Foes were wide, 

Even to the Foes by whom thou waſt betray'd : 

But Heaven, thy Guardian, ſtop'd the threatn'd Ill, 
And PERTH preſerv'd, and will preſerve him fill, 


ETC HO-—- but Words are weak, for who can tell 
What God-like Actions have expreſs d fo well. 


BELOv'p by all, ſee OGIL VIE appears 
Al Man in Courage, tho a Youth in Years ; 


Thy 


Fs 


Thy Fame, ſucceeding Ages pleas'd, ſhall Wy) 
And future ATRLIES emulate each Deed. 


TEE, NAIRN and GASK, with Naptures could 1 fings 
Still true to GOD, your Country, and your KINO, 
Loyal and juſt, ſincere as weeping I ruth, 

The ſame in Manhood as in early Youth ; 
But while the Sun the blue Horizon gilds, 
Each little Witneſs to his Brightneſs yields. 


STEOHD N, great Chief, whom both Minert dag Crown; 
Illuſtrious Bard, thou Suff' rer of Renown, 


Long dim'd, like Rays ſhot from a clouded Star, 


In Verſe Apollo, and a Mars in War. 
MENZ IIS reſerv'd to add a nobler Grace, 


To an Illuſtrious, but forgotten Race; 
A Race that added to the Brucian Fes: 
And riſes now with no lefs Loyal Flame. 


Tn' Immortal GRAHAMS, but ah! without a Head, 
Yet always ſhew that Loyalty's their Creed. 


Ts, Mighty Prince, were Men, by Heaven's Decree 
Reſerv'd, to catch new Hopes arid Life from Thee; 
Reſerv'd with Thee to pull th' Uſurpgy down, 

To right Thy Country, and to right Thy Crown. 


From PERTH the ſelect F 33 with Courage ſprings, 
Bent for E DI NA, ancient Seat of Kings; 
Nor dreary Waſtes, nor Forts their Ardour quells, 
Not ev'n in Heart, the meaneſt Man rebels : 
Thou, Glorious Prince, *midit Death and Danger bred, 
Thro' all, the willing Troops to Glory led. 
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: By Penal Laws and Bigotry pull d do n. 


Thy KINGS again reſume their ancient Seat: 


1 
WELCOME thou cam'ſt, nor were bigotted Foes 
Allow'd thy happy Entrance to oppole ; 


Happy thou cam'ſt to fave a ruin'd ] own, 


Hayrey EDINA, now thy Joy's complete, 


A PRINCE that ſmiles on Thee, and ſtill will ſmile, 
And make Thee great while BRITAIN is an Iſle: 


His Soldiers Hands in Pity he reſtrains, 
For Blood and Kab are no S TEM AR T's Stains, 


A Nauſeous Too! th' Uſurper's Anger finds, 
A COPE to war galnſt GOD, and Man, and Winds; 
Boldly he march'd, with Words blaſphemous fraught, 


With Death and Torture in each Coward thought: 


Whilſt thou, my PRINCE, with Mildnefs archd away, 
In GOD thy Hope, without the leaſt Diſmay. 


Bor who, Getar SIR, can draw the dreadful Dawn, 


Where Thou appear'd above a mortal Man ? , 


Where all thy Tross, with martial Ardour ſtrove, 


Who beſt ſhould fight, and beſt deſerve thy Love: 
The horrid YUBES, which thunder'd from afar, 
But urg'd their Ardour to the noble War ; 


While ſculking Traitors took themſclves to flight, 


Nor dar'd to urge the worthy Warrior's Might : 


Short the Diſpute, for ſoon the flaming Sword 
Taught GOTH was with thee, thou, next Him, ourLokp, 


Ou! who can paint the Horrors of the Day, 
The dying Dead, the Anguiſh, the Diſmay 
Vile Thou with Tears their diſmal Fate bemoans, 
And flics to help, aud cate cyen Traitors Groans. 


On! 


„ 
On! Glorious Character Oh Man Divine! 
With what immortal Honour ſhalt thou ſhine ? 
* Theſe are my Children, ſpare, ye Sons of Mar. 


79 


„ Tho' diſobedient, yet my Children ſpare. 


g. Bur ſtop, my Muſe, be conſcious of thy Flight, 

Nor dare attempt beyond a mortal Height ; : 
A HOMER only can a CHARLES draw, 
Retire with Wonder, and ſubmiſſive Awe. 


— 


r 


Prince CHARLES's Helc 212 10 Scotland. 


| ELCOME to Scotia's Plains, dear injur'd Youth, 
| | With thy great Sires were baniſn'd Love and Iruth; 
| 


——_—_— 


Bribes and Corruption long have fill'd thy Throne, 
Deteſted Arts to thy great Race unknown: 
See Britons, fee indulgent CHARLES returns, 
is virtuous Soul with Love for Britain burns z 
FF Such Love a Parent Heart, for Sons ingrate, 
: Keeps dormant till Repentance, even tho” late; 
"7 Reſtores the unduteous Offspring to his Arms, 
| And all his Rage with filial Tears diſarms. 
Space for Repentance Heaven affords to all, 
And CHARLES, like Heayen, invites the Prodigal, 
; Weep Britens ! weep the Royal Martyr's Blood, 
For Vengeance, or Repentance calls aloud ! 
True Penitents due Reſtitution make, 
And Heaven's appeas'd when Men their Crimes forſake: 
1 Fly then your Crimes, reſtore your injur'd PRINCE, 
* And, by your Deeds, your Penitence evince; 
Kind Heaven that pities, will forgive your Fall, 
And late Poſterity ſhall bleſs you all: 


Albion, 


[ 12 | 
Albion, once more, triumph in Liberty, 

From worſt of Bondage, curſt Corruption free: 
The Man who dares ſuch proferr'd Grace eſpiſe, 


His G O D, his King and Country all denies. Pl 


et. iS 2 . — —— H — —— — 
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4 POEM on the Birth of His Royal High- 
neſs, CHARLES, now Prince Regent. 


To the Tune of, Pinkic Houſe, 


Ugrateful Britons rouze for Shanie, 
And own the Royal Race, 
Who can alone reſtore your Fame, 
Your Sufferings all redreſs. | 
To Royal FAME S, your native King, 
Your Vows and Homage pay; 
That Ages late may ſee him reign, 
And his bleſt SON obey, | 
Your Hopes, illuſtrious PRINCE, now raiſe 
To all the Charms of Power; 
Propitious Joys of Love and Peace, \ 
Alrcady crown each Hour. 
Prophetick Hymen join'd his Voice, 
And gave a Princely Son, 
Whoſe ripen'd Age may fill, he cries, 
His Father's widow'd Throne. 
Loud as 1 hcard the Voice of Fame, 
Th' important News relate, 
While Eccho caught the pleaſant Theme, 
And did the Sound e : 


Mutes 


L 
Mute, when ſhe ſpoke, Was ev'ry Wood, ax vl] | 
The Zephyrs. ceas'd to blow, 2 


The Waves in ſilent Rapturęs ſtood, >; (1: Ja 


And Forth forgot to-. flow. er Obey 3 e eee 5 
Twas thus in early Bloom of Time, e 
And in pl rev*reng Oak, — mean gant boy nt] eit 
In ſacred and inſpired Rhyme, | + 16 1 
An ancient Druid ſpoke. ; > A. afe 2 IN 


An Hero from fair Clementine, : 
* Long Ages hence ſhall ſpring, + 
And all the Gods their Pow'rs combine, ig; 
LJ o bleſs the future King. 1966 eee 2 
Venus ſhall give him all her Charms, | "EF f 
To win and conquer Hearts N 
Rough Mars ſhall train the Youth to Arms, 
Minerva teach him Arts. 8 
Great Jove ſhall all his Bolts ſupply, 
* Which taught the Rebel Brood, 
To know the Ruler of the Sky, 
And, trembling, own their GOD.” 
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APOEM upon be 29th of: Man the Day 
of King CHARLES IL _ Biran and 
_ happy Reſtoration. 


Our preſent Joy, or our paſt Heavineſs ; 
None can the Largeneſs of this Joy ſet out, 
Unleſs at once he make three Kingdoms ſhout, 
O! therefore, let us jointly all proclaim 
The Praiſe of this Act, due unto the Nam 


1 
Voice more ſoft than Thunder can aber 8 


14 J 
Of Him, by whom Ks reign . O] that we 
Could make our Souls, wing' d with Devotion, flee 
To GOD on High, in Thankfulneſs and Praiſe, 
Who without Blood has crown'd our KING with Bays, 
Brought from three conquer'd Nations, which he 
Holds in Submiſſion, but to keep them free 
From the hard Yoke of Bondage, which of late 
So gall'd our Necks, whilſt that we call'd a State, 
Was nought but Madmen fitting at the Helm; 
*T was a great Bedlam, now tis a Realm. 
But thoſe bad Times are paſt, this Day we are 
Even reſcued from the Sword, without a War : 
Without a War, Prince CHARLES his Kingdoms wen ; 
Thus ſtraight, when GOD would have't, the Thing is done. 
O! may we thankful be, and fing His Praiſe, 
Who, for our Cypreſs, now has given us Bays: 
May we give GO and Ceſar all their Due, 
And always Peace and Loyalty purſue, 


—_ 


—_ 
—_ : —— * — ' — 
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June 10/5, 1745, 1 the Amivo ſary of 
His MAJESTY'S Birth. 


HALL Britons Kill at feeble Wiſhes ſtay, 
And hail with nothing elſe this happy Day 
Now more than Half a Cent'ry render'd vain 
By vile Submiſſions to a foreign Reign? 
Are we oppreſs'd at Home, deſpis'd Abroad, 


And into Intereſts unconcerning aw'd ? 


Where, for Blood ſpilt, and Treaſures ſpent, * we gain 
Diſgrace and Loſs, and dare not yct complain: 1 


R £4 


L i } 
REFLECT what Joy this Day did once afford” 
To loyal Subjects and their rizhtful Lord, 
When he was born ; whoſe Birth we have in views. 


Who only can the Joys then felt rene“. 


Give Him His Right, and in Return receive 
Such Happineſs as He alone can give ; 


For Slav'ry, Freedom; and for Suff *rings, Eaſe; 
Trade, Wealth and Fame, to ne thoſe N * 


"= — 


APOEM on Price CHARLES Vi 
Cory al Gladimuir.. 


AI L, happy Scotland! Bleſs the long'd for by 
That ſhines propitious with a chearſul Ray, 


See from her Bed thine ancient Honour ſprings, 

She lifts her Creſt, and claps her joyful Wings. _ 
No more ſhall Eaſe her ſplendid Form obſcure, , 
The ſcornful Victim of a Foreign Pow'r. 

Thy warlike Sons, a brave and generous Band, 
Contend for Freedom to their native Land, 

And what bold Hand to check their Courſe ſhall dare? ? 


Vhile god-like CHARLES commands the glorious War 3: - 


In vain Rebellion ſhakes her pointleſs Dart, E 
To damp the Valour of his dauntleſs Heart; 
Firm like a Rock he'll tem the raging Tide, | 
_ Till in full Triumph he victorious ride. 


* db 


BU T now ſmall Space the different Hoſts divide, 
The Scheme is laid on brave MacDonald's Side, 
Night draws her Curtains, e'rc the Battle joins, 
The Rebel Army fires their outmoſt Lines: 

| Not 


* 
; 
| © 
3 
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* 
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ET - 
Not ſo the Clans, but in ſoft Slumbers laid; 
They wait the Morning in their Tartan-Plaid. 
Firſt arts the PRINCE, e're Phoebus ſhed one Ray, 
And bleſs'd the Dawning o' th' important Day. 
O Heavens! he ſaid, while Heaven attentive heard, 


This Day may Juſtice have its due Reward, 


If what I ask, if what I ſeek be mine, 


On me may your indulgent Favour ſhine ; 
But if I aim to gain another's Right, 


May all my Forces here be put to Flight; 

Amen, he cries. The Army hears around, 

And ſprings like Lightning from the humid Ground. 
Abaſh'd, they view their PRINCE, and ſmote their Breaſt, 
That he ſhould rife e're they could leave their Reſt; 

But ſoon compos'd, they lend an anxious Ear, 

And lift ning, lean His gracious Words to hear. 


„% My Friends, he fays, and drew his flaming Sword, 


I truſt my Perſon to your ſacred Word, 

46 Like you unmail'd, ye view me here all o'er, 
«© The firſt in Danger, as the firſt in Pow'r : 

« This Day I hope, thro' GOD Almighty's Aid, 
« Ye ſhall a free and happy Race be made. 

« Purſue my Steps, I'Il lead the Warlike Van, | 
« And ſhould Heaven frown, I'll fall the deftin'd Man; 


«© Yet may that Heaven be all their ſure Defence, 


« Who fight in Favour of their injur'd Prince. 

c But if good Succeſs crown our dawning Hope, 

& And we gain Conqueſt o er rebellious Cope, 

4 This is my Will, this is my high Beheſt, 

8 In * for once you'll grant your PRINCE Requeſt, 
; £6 Let 


EH 
ts Let no raſh Hand raiſe his deſtructive Llade, 
Nor wreck his Vengeance on a guiltleſs Head; | 
No Spite nor Vengeance brought them to the Field 1 
They fight from Cuſtom, and will quickly yield. 
© Soon will theſe Men be brought to own the Right, 
* And for their-lawful PRINCE exert their Might. 
Lead Triumph then with ſoft and gentle Reins, 
The Blood's ſufficient that the V ict ry gains, N 
What more is ſhed comes trickling from my Veins. | 


«© COME then advance, retrieve your ancient Fame, 
& And Hoſts ſhall trembling hear of Glad/mu;'s Name. 
« For me, reſolv'd Iruſh into the Field, 

« To die or triumph, but I ne*er {hall yield. 

«© You ſee my Sword, I threw the Scabbard by, 

« An uſeleſs Burden till I reign or die; 

« Nor ſhall at Eafe my lazy Muſquet toll, 

« Firſt from ber Mouth the flaming Death ſhall roll. 
e No Work is ſervile, and no Office mean, 

ee That can my Father's and your Rights maintain.“ 

HE ſpoke---- The Cl Axs a Peal of Joy expreit, 

Their native Valour kindled in their Breaſt ; 

Now Joy, now Rage, inſpire their Soul by Turns, 

And with freſh Vigour all the Army burns, 4 
Led by the Darling of their Souls Delight, : 
T hey Came, th EY Saw, and Conquer 4 at the &i gi. W. T5: 
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0 be fronal Victory af Gldimuir, £4124 


by bi Royal Highneſs Prince CH A R I. ES, 
September 21. 174. Zy A Laay, extem bore. 


W. HILE CHARLES, with his Youthful Charms, 
His winning Look, victorious Arms, 


C N In 
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In Highland Majcity leads on 
To Victory, and Scotland 9 ; 


In endleſs Raptures all relate 


That Glorious Davy, and Gladſmuir's Fate: 
Bchold our brave ſucceſsful HERO, 


In razing down a German Nero, 


Counts Laurels vain, while Britif Blood 


Muſt flow, t' exalt the publick Good, 


Refuſes GLORY which he wan, 
And PEEL cries, Tu GOD, net Max, 


„ * 


__ 


44 ODE to his Royal Highneſs, C HARLES, 
Prince Regent, &c. after the BATTLE of 
Gladimuir. 


— Redeunt Saturnia Regna. | 
ö e 1 VIRCG. 


PANTY Deeds are ſuch, illuſtrious YouTa f 
Mirac'lous in the fimpleſt Truth, 


No Poet's Art they need ; 
Let but Hiſtorians barely tell, 
At Gladſmuir, what through Thee befel, 
| "Twill all Belief exceed. 


The Cauſe, the Conduct, the Sucreſs Divine, 
As briglit and laſting as the Sun ſnall ſhine, 


. 
For half a Century and more, 


Under uſurping Foreign Pow'r, 

Thy Father's native Right 
Had groan'd; till Thou his duteous Son, 
Like Liabtning to the Reſcue run, 

Chac'd Hlorror's diſmal Nigt * 


From 


[ 19 } 
| From clouded Britain; bade her Sox 5 be free, 
And take that Blefling, under G OD, from Thee. | 


III. 


Heav'n paves the Way, the 2 approve, 
An Offer of ſuch tender Love, 


By Thee to Duty fir d; 
That fiſteen hundred durſt engage 

Four thouland Foes, with Sill and Rage, 
| Aud zealous Wrong, inſpir'd 2 
Scarce thy raw Soldiers had the Fight begun. 
But all their Foes are routed, and undane, 3 


IV. 
80 Thunder ſtruck, the Giants far'd, 
When impiouſly gainſt Heay'n they war' d, 
E'er Joue regain'd bis Throne ; 
Such Fnfluence, in thy FATHER's Right, 
Haſt Thou, to urge REBELz 10N's Fl: icht, 
And win and fix a Croun : 
76 Britiſh Subjects Peace and FREEDOM bring, 
And make them happy in their NATIVE Kixs. 


* 8 
Great PRINCE, whom Vid'ry can't elate, 
Who doſt ev'n faughter'd Foes regrete ; 
| Thou glorious Type of Heav'n ? 
Traitors convict, to Death decreed, 
Are by thy gen'rous Mercy freed, 
And gracieuſly forgiven : 
Of GOD's Reſemblance you fo much expreſs, 
Ordain'd three ruin'd Kingdoms to rodreſs. 


& cuvt- 


| 20 | 
A curious POEM to the Memory = Gir 
WILLIAM WALLACE, 


IVNSPIR'D with your Applauſe, the daring Muſe 
1 Again her rough unpoliſh'd Lays renews, 
With cager Joy ſurveys the glorious Theme, 
And burns with Love of FALLACE” ſacred Name. 


Deſign'd, from Mankind's loyal nameleſs Crowd, 
To raiſe the Humble, and to check the Proud, 
To ſtop the baneſul Growth of lawleſs Power, 7 
And render injur d Innocence ſecure. T 


No Views, however glitt'ring, W controul 
The virtuous Dictates of his gen'rous Soul; 
But bleeding Liberty's expiring Charms 


|! Fir'd his brave Soul, and edg'd his conq' ring Arms, 
l Wich martial Ardour gave his Breaſt to glow, 

ll And turn'd him like a Whirlwind on the Foe. 

i _ 5 | 

i |  Oppreſs'd with Woes, ill fated Scotia lay, 

bit To £ DILVAR D's Power a ſunk defenceleſs Prey; 


Her drooping Friends beheld with mournful Eyes, 
= - Their Lord an Exile, and his Right a Prize ; 

By Foes relentleſs, faw her Towns oppreſs'd, 

=_ Her "Templcs pillag'd, and her Fields laid waſte ; 
, Juſtice and Freedom ſway*d by brutal Force, 

fit And Ruin ruſh with an impetuous Courſe. 


Then fir'd by righteous Heaven, great WALLACE roſe, 
an And turn'd the Tide of Conqueſt on her Foes, 

1 They mark'd wild Ruin's unreſiſted Courſe, 

* And fair Ey'd Freedom chain'd by brutal Force; 

Ll ; | "2:8 Aon 


4 
Again he — — his Country' s ſhameſul Chain 
And Plenty bleſs'd, and Freedom charm'd again. 


80 wildly toſs'd on the tempeſtuous Main, 
Cf ned with Cold, and drench'd with chilling Rain, 
When the pale Sailors fee impending Death; ; 
And tlink each painful Gaſp their lateſt Breath, * -; 
A pitying Power their hopeleſs State ſurveys, 
And hids an Angel calm the raging Seas ; * . 2 
The furious Storm obeys the dread Beheſt, | 14 
And in their Beds the trembling Billows reſt; | 


 E DIV A RD, ambitious Prince, thou, mad with Grief, 
Beheld'ſt the Valour of one God-like CH I'E F, 9 
While L:iberiy upheld her awſul Lord, 4 
And-injur'd Juſtice edg'd his thund'ring Sword; 
With more than mortal Force, (oppos'd in vain), 
He ſtorm'd thy boaſted Hoſt, and ſwept the Plain; 
Horror, dire Power, perch'd on his orby Shield, 1 
And gloomy Vengeance wing'd him thro' the Field; 
Pale Death adorn'd his Sword, and ev'ry Blow 
A guilty Wretch ſent to the World below. 

But Thou, by Force unable to o'erthrow, 
By mean Deceit deſtroyed'ſt thy gen'rous -Foe 
Yet know, while Shame and Infamy are thine,, 
Bright and more bright th' illuſtrious Chief thall ſhine ; 
The fatal Ax adds Glories to his Fame, 
And throws a Blot o'er thy inglorious Name, 


* 


4 POE, 11 by a Lady 0  ſeting His Royal 
II ghnels the Prince Regent. 


Glorious OUT H! tis evidently: plain, 


By thy majeftick Eyes thou'rt born to reign 5 
"wes But 


* 
"T7 


Pres K — - * 1 8 an — =_ * _ _—_ 8 _ 
_ 1 = * 9 f 2 « * — „ —— LY — OT n 6 
* * 4 2 * 7" "> 1 8 oy An. * 5 — fp Y 
th ** 8 — wut 2 * 4 pats py we „ 3 85 TS: 3 ty | #1 1 4 & 0 
Ne: e Pc os 3 — 4 ; * "I'M \ 
G —ͤ—ͤ—ͤ— „ r —_—_ * , - . 2 
N - ” a k 4 
vo „ 5 "v5 * F MN ; 
x K i - : + # hy a & I 
© % 7 g s Ae . N 2 
9 + [ 
v ; 0 1 ! 
of 5 * 
* j 
5 
py $ . 
* : 20 
* 1 U 
: . = 
© 
* +3 
* [1 
1 bo 
þ 
} 
; 
& 
* & 


err , 
a D Nenne 
4 l ba. —— 
SE TORS Dos ork. 
= J 
* 


i 
* 
F 


1 


"OP when thy warlike and extended Hand, 


Directs the foremoſt Ranks to charge or ſtand, 
Retract thy Face, leſt that, fo fair and young, 
Should call in Doubt the Orders of thy Tongue. 
May ev'ry Action, ev*ry Grace of thine, | 
(O lateft Son of Fame, Son of the Ba vc E's Line) 


Affect thy Troops with all that can infpire, 


A blooming Sweetneſs and a martial Fire, 
Fatal to none but thy audacious Fee 
So Lightnings which to all their Brightneſs ſhow, 
Strike but the Man alone who has provok'd the Blow. 

T on no other Terms a Man would be, 

But to defend thy glonous Cauſe and thee ; 

For both, my Life to loſe I'd bravely chuſe, 

I now can only ſerve the with my Muſe ; 

But were my Pen a Sword, thy Foes I'd meet, 

And lay the conquer'd World beneath thy Feet. 


"8 


* — 


The 20th Pfalm, imitated from Bucyuanan, 
zs here deſired to be inſerted in our Coller- 
tion of Poems. Never before printed. 


HO? the ungodly Senate has decreed, 
That FACOB's righteous Heir ſhall ne“ er faced: 
Tho? they reſolve their Treaſon to ſuſtain, HER: 


And wage perpetual War e'er he ſhall reign : 


Tbo' their united Force they ſhould command 


To raze, with Fire and word, the faithful Land : 
Tho' they proclaim their Calumnies aloud, 
Varniſh'd with holy Zeal, t' amuſe the Croud : 


| O Gift of Heaven! 


Deſpond 


E 23 } 
Deſpond not to ſubvert their Ne ee 
The Fathers GOD will. prop the. Childrens Cauſe. | 
Th' Almighty weighs the Juſt, and ſees them weak; 
But thou implore Him; for thy Sayiour's ſake, 

He from on high will grant thy Soul's Neſire, 


Extend thy Camp, and all their Hearts inſpire 7 . 


With pious Ardour, and. undaunted Fire. 
And thou, their Leader, through thy Maker 8 


Shalt, with an awful Glance, abaſh the guilty Throng, | Y 
| Theſe Wonders will to future Days remain, 


To prove thou haſt not paid thy. Vows in vain 
But that thy ſacred Incenſe. did awiſe - 
| Welcom'd, (a Sign of Love ) with op' ning, Skies. 


O ! may the GOD of Older put a Cloſe 
To our Confuſions, and convert thy Foes; 


Then ſhalt thou rule the Land with ſaving Grace, 
And we, thy weary Train, ſhall reſt in Peace. 


AxD now I ſee the Heavens expanded wide, 
The willing Sky recoiling on each Side; 
The World's Redeemer glorioufly appears, 
To ſooth thy Sorrows, and diſperſe thy Fears; 
High on His holy Mount He ſits alone, 
Bright is His Footſtool, brighter is His Throne: 


But O! His Face ! whoſe Luftre is no- leſs 
Than what Ten thouſand Suns but faintly can expreſs, 


Rob'd with Omnipotence, behold him ſtand, ö 
While all His heavenly Miniſterial Band, 

At humble Diſtance, wait their LORD's Command, 
From His bright Eyes Flaſhes of Rage are hurl'd, 
While for the Guilt of Sin He ſpurns the World 


+ +, = ns 
And whereſoc er His angry Voice is bore, 
It quells the mighty Thunders loudeſt Rore, | 
Lo! thus He ſpoke, -- Tho” Seas and Earth ao 
A“ oppoſe thy Right, thy Title is Divine; 
c 'Thou't Mine Anointed, Vengeance ſhall be Mine. 
c Tho' finful Tribes, confederate with thy Toes, 
Proſper a while, yet certain are their Woes. 
Let them rejoice to hear their Terrors fly, 
60 And, rattling through the Clouds, invade the Sky ; l 
“Let them confide in thoſe, and vainly boaſt 
| & Their well- -cappariſon'd and warlick Hoſt, 
= «© Thou art, the genuine Offspring of the Juſt, 
N In Me alone, thy GOD, repoſe thy Truſt.“ 
2 O Heavens! let not this Viſton be in vain, 
15 * But aid Thy Servant in his toilſome Reign; 5 
* That when, through Thee, he's ſettled on the Throne, | 
He'll hea? our Plaints, as Thou halt heard his own. 
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